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July 26, 2020 
Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 

 
Everything Has Its Time 
3For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter 
under heaven:  
2 a time to be born, and a time to die; 
a time to plant, and a time to pluck up what is planted;  
3 a time to kill, and a time to heal; 
a time to break down, and a time to build up;  
4 a time to weep, and a time to laugh; 
a time to mourn, and a time to dance;  
5 a time to throw away stones, and a time to gather stones 
together; 
a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;  
6 a time to seek, and a time to lose; 
a time to keep, and a time to throw away;  
7 a time to tear, and a time to sew; 
a time to keep silence, and a time to speak;  
8 a time to love, and a time to hate; 
a time for war, and a time for peace. 

o For everything there is a season 
o What goes around, comes around 
o Turn turn turn 
o Five hundred twenty=five thousand six hundred 

minutes 
o We had joy, we had fun, we had seasons in the sun 
o All my life’s a circle, sunrise and sundown 
o It’s Friday, but Sunday’s Coming! 
o Time to quarantine and a time to be socially close. 
o What is now is not what will be! 
o 3For everything there is a season, and a time for 

every matter under heaven: 
(Seasons of Love from rent) 
Five hundred twenty-five thousand six hundred 
minutes 
Five hundred twenty-five thousand moments so dear 
Five hundred twenty-five thousand six hundred 
minutes 
How do you measure, measure a year? 
In daylights, in sunsets 
In midnights, in cups of coffee 
In inches, in miles, in laughter, in strife 
In five hundred twenty-five thousand six hundred 
minutes 
How do you measure, a year in the life? 
How about love? 
Measure in love 
Seasons of love 
 
Five hundred twenty-five thousand six hundred 
minutes 
Five hundred twenty-five thousand journeys to plan 
Five hundred twenty-five thousand six hundred 
minutes 
How do you measure the life of a woman or a man? 

Songwriters: Jonathan D. Larson 
For everything there is a season, and a time for every 
matter under heaven: 
Goodbye to you my trusted friend 
We've known each other since we were nine or ten 
Together we've climbed hills and trees 
Learned of love and ABC's 
Skinned our hearts and skinned our knees 
Goodbye my friend it's hard to die 
When all the birds are singing in the sky 
Now that spring is in the air 
Pretty girls are everywhere 
Think of me and I'll be there 
 
We had joy, we had fun 
we had seasons in the sun 
But the hills that we climbed 
Were just seasons out of time 

Songwriters: Jacques Brel / Rod Mckuen 
 
3For everything there is a season, and a time 
for every matter under heaven: 
The Fourth day of Creation. Genesis 1: 14 And God 
said, ‘Let there be lights in the dome of the sky to 
separate the day from the night; and let them be for 
signs and for seasons and for days and years, 
 
Circle 
By Harry Chapin 
All my life's a circle; 
Sunrise and sundown; 
Moon rolls through the nighttime; 
'Til the daybreak comes around. 
All my life's a circle; 
But I can't tell you why; 
Season's spinning round again; 
The years keep rollin' by. 
It seems like I've been here before; 
I can't remember when; 
But I have this funny feeling; 
That we'll all be together again. 
No straight lines make up my life; 
And all my roads have bends; 
There's no clear-cut beginnings; 
And so far no dead-ends. 
 
RE READ THE WHOLE SCRIPTURE: 
For everything there is a season, and a time for every 
matter under heaven: 
 

What goes around, comes around 
“I believe in process. I believe in four seasons. I 
believe that winter’s tough, but spring’s coming. I 



believe that there’s a growing season. And I think that 
you realize that in life, you grow. You get better.” 
(Steve Southerland) 

It’s Friday, but Sunday’s Coming! 
 


